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	1. The Siege of Beginnings

_ "Whoa, whoa, whoa! Where do you think you're going?" Hiccup asked, chasing after Toothless, letting Astrid run off. Tying his bag to Toothless, Hiccup mounted the reptile, readying himself for the journey to come. Taking off, the heir of Berk flew away without looking back. Hiccup had no remorse in leaving his home, planning to never come back._

One year later.

The snow blanketed the ground in its cold embrace that morning. The sun peaked over the waves, quietly brightening the slumbering village. The buildings, built to stand against even worse, stood strong beneath the snow, columns of smoke billowing out from many of their chimneys. It was a quiet morning, permeated with peace and tranquility. That had become the standard since he had left. No more crazy contraptions, no wild ideas. Just quiet Berk.

...

_ When she ran away, Astrid ran back to the village and told everyone what Hiccup had done. The village, led by a saddened Stoick, rampaged back down to the cove screaming for his head. Yet when they finally got there, both he and his dragon were nowhere to be seen._

_ "The little runt must have ran away, that little coward!" Spitelout sneered. "He was never fit to be called a Viking!"_

_ "Everyone back to the village," Stoick commanded, ignoring his brother, "Hiccup is gone."_

...

Then she awoke. She slowly sat up, stretching out her arms, then brushing her golden hair out of her vision. Then she remembered. _Today was the day he disappeared_. Exactly two years ago. And nothing was ever the same. After he left, Astrid couldn't bring herself to kill his, now her, dragon to finish training. So instead, the Savior of Berk, future Chieftain Snotlout swept in and crushed the monstrous nightmare's skull, putting one of its broken teeth to put on a necklace as a trophy.

Last year was tough for her too. Despite being gone for a year, there were still tattoos of Hiccups time in the village. Buildings were scarred from some of his failed inventions, burn marks from others on the unmarred. She visited his little workshop that day, one year later, to find it completely untouched. Gobber had neither the heart, nor the will, to change a thing. Quickly the place became both her and Gobber's place of remembrance for the young boy. A year after his leave, the pair took down a design he had labeled 'promising' and built it, just to remember him, what he was like. The thing was, it worked, and he wasn't there to see it.

Still, two years later, Astrid missed Hiccup. His quirky movements and his dorky attitude meant that being around him was never boring. But she was the one that let him leave. More like forced him to leave. If it was not for her imprudent views on dragons, he might have actually been able to convince her they were what he said. Instead, she just yelled at him and left. And she would never forgive herself.

Yet there was a silver lining to his departure from the island. Berk had an entire dragon free season to build up their reserves for when they did come back. Everyone thought they would. Everybody started to blame Hiccup for the attacks. Now since he was gone, not a single dragon was seen, let alone killed. Finally, the village heard the beating wings of its greatest foes, and they prepared for the coming attack. Preparing for a horde, they were surprised when it was only one minor attack. Only two houses caught on fire, and neither burned down. No one even died. No one suffered injury- not a bruised wrist, a sore arm- nothing. After that, they had an entire six months to continue to build up their reserves, train with their weapons, and prep for the next attack. It seemed like it would never come.

As time passed, the tense feeling everyone had in Berk began to subside. People began to spend more time improving their craft, caring less and less about their ability to fight. As for the teens, Snotlout got ever bolder, asking Astrid out more and more frequently, once even bringing up a marriage contract. But all this tended to bring him was the usual bruise, every once in a while a sprain, and on one rainy afternoon a broken arm. Mentally, Fishlegs grew more patient, more intelligent, and even more reserved. Physically, the once pudgy child began to grow into a powerfully built man, beginning to rival Stoick and Spitelout in both size and strength. The twins pledged themselves to Loki's service, a feat that left most of the village ducking for cover. With their new quest to please their 'master' as they called him, they came up with even more destructive pranks than ever before. That didn't last though, as the village isolated the pair from any item that could potentially be used in a prank. It got to the point that the twins were barely being fed out of the fear of what they would do with the food.

As for Astrid- she changed the most. Even quieter than before, the once proud warrior barely swung her axe anymore. While the village congratulated her on chasing away the nuisance Hiccup, she could barely live with her guilt. So instead of continuing her training to become a shield maiden, she journeyed out on her own. So she sharpened her hunting skills. In fact, she became the best hunter the island had ever seen- yet no one ever saw her hunt. She only hunted alone. Yet she came back with more killed game in one day than the rest came back with in a week. By a few days after the two year 'anniversary' of Hiccup's departure, the village's festivities and Astrid's solemn requiem the feelings once again began to subside to a dull gesture.

Like three days before, the sun rose over the snow covered village, with peace and tranquility reigning supreme, Astrid rose. Yet today was different. By sundown, the peace was gone- the siege had begun. Every night, right at sundown, the monsters came. Hundreds, maybe even thousands fell upon the village like rain. By dawn of the first night of fighting, not a single building was left standing. That day, those who survived dragged themselves to the forest where they attacked the trees, quickly and effectively hewn them into homes. The village being quickly rebuilt, the warriors bedded down to gather their strength for the coming night.

As per the night before, the winged demons came a dusk like a raging tempest. Roaring through the island, the dragons fought as a swirling mass of scale and fire. But to answer the Vikings became something beyond themselves- a fortress of shield, a spear of survival. Led by Chief Stoick the Vast, his hammer wildly swinging, downing a flying reptile with every swing. Never faulting, never giving quarter, the Vikings rallied around him, a solid cliff in the storm. Yet all the same, the dragons never faltered, never gave quarter, and fought rock and steel with fire and claw. One white dragon, larger than the rest, fought more bravely and more savagery than the rest, causing many to gather to him too. Seemingly, as quickly as the night had begun, the sun began its climb over the horizon, eliciting a retreat by the dragons, the last of which left the ground with the last of the sun finishing its crawl past the horizon.

The third day no houses where rebuilt, only catapults, and traps, and walls. Eight large catapults where built in a semicircle around the entrance to the Great Hall, all pointed at various angles away from the structure. Beyond them, near two dozen traps where laid in the hopes that no dragon would be able to pass them. And beyond the massive doors to the Great Hall, beyond the large defensive catapults, beyond the field of traps lay the Wall. Standing over thirty five feet tall and over nine feet thick, constructed of only the best stone and timber, the Wall of Berk was a monument to Viking ingenuity. On the third day, no man rested. After the defenses were assembled, they moved to refining their armor, sharpening their swords, smithing more axes. This siege was no longer just another dragon attack. It was a war.

The third night, it seemed it was going to be even worse. The decision to forego sleep and continue preparation was seen as a mistake to all in hindsight. On top of that, those who were chosen to man the Wall and load the catapults noticed that there seemed to be impossibly more dragons than even the night before. As the dragons drew ever closer, the Vikings also noticed that many of the dragons before them had never been seen by those of Berk, dragons from much farther south. And as the dragons flew above what was left of the village, the defenders sky was filled with an endless horde of dragons. Vibrant blues, reds, greens, and yellows filled the sky before the dragons began to set down about fifty yards beyond the wall. After what seemed like hours, the beast army before them filled all of the land between the shore and the wall, as well as much of the airspace above the defenses, all peering anxiously at Stoick the Vast, leader of the Berkian defenders, as he stood vigil at the center of the wall resolute in the defense of his village.

Suddenly, the mass of dragons began to separate, leaving the one larger white dragon in the center of the aisle. It slowly began to walk forward to the front line where it stopped. Pausing for a moment, all was still. Then suddenly its mouth opened, slightly inhaling to release a bolt of fire. Then faintly, a noise was heard. A whistling sound, not unlike a...

"Night Fury!" One of the defenders yelled, "Get down!"

Those who did not heed the warning watched a blinding plasma blast slammed right into the white dragon's snout, throwing it into a forward roll, straight into the wall. All heads, human and reptile alike flew upward to see the bat-like creature circling high above. Then a blood curdling screech filled the air, causing the dragons to break into chaos. The solid mass of dragon broke in a single instant, with every single one heading in a different direction. Some took to the air, calling upon their fire to attack the nearby Vikings, while some, petrified, simply ran into the woods, while others still jumped into the ocean and began trying to swim away. In response to the mayhem, the Vikings began to do what they were born to do- kill dragons. Anything that came close to being within arm's length was swung at, with devastating results. The winged reptiles fell from the sky like it was raining dragons, many dead before they even touched the ground.

Yet as quickly as the stunned dragons' attack had begun, the battle came to a halt as a second plasma blast slammed into the center of the battlefield, causing both dragons and Vikings, to stop fighting. Looking up, they saw the Night Fury, with one tail colored white, now hovering near vertically only a few meters above the now paused battle. Its roar once again ripped through the night, creating a mass exodus of dragons, of every shape and size, to turn tail and get away from the village and the feared black demon as quickly as possible. The Vikings on the other hand, being much more stubborn, began to adjust their catapults to down the offspring of lightning and death. Yet they never got a chance to shoot because it plummeted to the ground before its wings violently snapped open, causing the beast to come to a sudden stop on the battlements adorning the top of the wall. Only then did the defenders of Berk realize that this dragon was something special. Not only was it the offspring of lightning and death, the most feared reptile of the Nordic world, but it also possessed something they did not expect.

The Night Fury had a saddled rider on its back.


	2. The Rider of Berk

_There is a rider on that dragon. There is a rider on that Night Fury. A human could ride a dragon!_ At his appearance, the Vikings adjusted their aim from the dragon to its rider. As the dragon settled to the ground, tucking its wings in by its side, the rider sat up in the saddle. Stretching its back, the rider slowly dismounted its dragon and placed its hands behind its head.

Covering its head was a black leather helmet, completely encapsulating its head save for two trapezoid shaped slits for its eyes. A single seam ran down the center of the helm, held into place by a surprisingly dark red stitch. Covering its midriff was a heavy red canvas tunic, held into place by an array of three buttons fastening the top quarter of the shirt closed, with an extended collar held up vertically to cover its thin neck. On its shoulders are two heavy iron pauldrons, equipped with sharpened studs for extra strength. Farther down its arms are a matching set of black heavy fur gauntlets, held in place with the same red color string. Its hands are covered in a matching set of black leather gloves, also endowed with the same red stitch, and also come with iron knuckles. On its waist sat a heavy yet simple belt, adorned with a substantial iron belt buckle, fastened tight to hold both tunic and pants in place. The rider's pants are also dyed black, but actually seem to ride loosely around its legs. Its pants where tucked into its boots, which were a pair of light black boots, built for running. It was entirely wrapped in one large cloak, as black as night, hanging from its shoulders. Underneath the dragon trainer's cloak, some could make out an outline of a longbow with a set of accompanying quiver full of arrows. Strapped to the rider's left hip, encased in a red leather scabbard, was a single sided short sword, clearly built for slashing as if to be used like an axe. On its right thigh was a small hatchet, about the size of a dinner plate, itself possessing an intricate design of the Tree of Life.

And from the gleam of the moonlight, the seasoned Vikings could make out the outline of a dagger in its boot. Needless to say, its unidentifiable appearance and its heavy armed nature shocked the Berkians. What shocked them more was when it addressed them.

Speaking strongly, it reported, "People of Berk, put down your weapons. I mean you no harm. The dragons are gone- they won't come back while I am here." Its voice was powerful, not from physical stature, but in confidence, yet the voice carried a hint of humility that could only come from pain.

Listening to the voice, the Berkians realized that this dragon rider was male. Many took heed of his words, trusting him putting away their weapons. As their weapons were sheathed, the man dropped his hands and began to step forward saying, "Who among you is Chief?"

"That would be me." Stoick the Vast answered, "What do you need Demon Rider? Why should I not end your life where you stand?"

The dragon rider only advanced on the chief, "I ask to only talk, in private, as there is much you don't know. And there is much you must know, for you and your people's safety."

"We can talk only if you have your beast leave. As much as I don't trust you, I definitely don't trust your cruel steed." Stoick answered, "When it leaves, then my warriors leave- not a second before."

"Let your will be done then Chief." The rider returned. With a flick of the wrist, the rider motioned his dragon to leave, provoking the Night Fury to dismount the wall and wander into the woods. The Chief then completed his side of the bargain, and ordered his warriors to go into the Great Hall for rest to their relief. After the door closed on the last warrior, the rider closed the gap between him and Stoick, only leaving an arm's length of space between them. Noticing the change in distance, the vast Chief, faltered taking a cautious step back from the rider, who was oblivious to Stoick's movement.

"Finally that's over with." The rider exclaimed, dropping his formal tone, "Now I can tell you what's happening."

Placing a hand on his hammer, Stoick felt himself stand up even straighter, allowing him to look down menacingly at the rider and demanded, "Cut all this bullshit rider! Tell me who you are, why you are here, and then leave!"

This elicited sudden laughter from the rider, who lifted the helmet off of his head, allowing his mop of long brown hair to fall down to near the base of his neck. Looking up he responded, "I know it's been a while but I thought you would be able to recognize your own son!" Hiccup said, looking up at his now surprised father.

"Hiccup- is that you? Is that really you?" his father questioned, his eyes slowly filling with joyful tears.

"Yes Dad, this is your son Hiccup. I'm sorry I left, I thought you would have killed Toothless!" Hiccup answered, shifting into a more comfortable position, "And I thought I would have been named a traitor of Berk!"

Stoick looked at his son with a sad look, "Your right son, I would have killed your dragon, and I did name you a traitor of Berk. Technically I should have you tied up and readied to be bloody eagled in the morning, but given the circumstances, I don't think I am going to do that. In fact, I'm going to take you inside and proclaim you a hero! You saved us from that army of foul beasts! And now I don't have to kill ya! But I must ask, where did you go? No one in the Barbaric Isles has even heard whisper of you!"

At his father's question, Hiccup's eyes glazed over in remembrance of his past. "I went south. Really far south. Beyond anywhere us Vikings ever hoped to go. Then I met some people, did some stuff- you know normal stuff."

"Well sometime you're going to have to tell me about it! Now you can entertain me with your war stories instead of the other way around for once! But first, let's go inside and have a feast!" the overjoyed Stoick roared, excited that his was not only living, but returned to his home.

"Sure Dad, whatever. I am here to talk to you about something much worse though..."

The longer the mighty Stoick the Vast listened to his son, the worse he felt about the future of his village, and its people. They thought they just survived the worst. Turns out that was just foreshock to the coming earthquake.

"…and that is basically it, so we need to start preparing… Like now." Hiccup said, finishing up his report to Stoick, filling him in on what was coming.

Stoick took a small step back, a deep breath, and now seriously regarded his son, "Hiccup, when you've been Chief as long as I am, you learn things about your people- they basically become your own. With that said, I know they have been through a lot, and as tough as Vikings are, they need at least one night of rest and festivities- they just won a major battle. Let them have it for at least the night."

Reaching an understanding, the pair turned toward the Great Hall, and headed toward what would become and interesting night.

Stoick opened the door of the Great Hall to find all of Berk suddenly standing right in front of him. He steps inside, closely followed by the smaller rider, who sticks close to the chief, like a shadow, now wearing his helm. Stopping a few paces into the hall, Stoick bellowed out for all to hear, "Tonight we have been saved by a mysterious dragon rider! He has tamed the great offspring of Lightning and Death, a Night Fury! He, a conqueror of the mighty beasts has visited every corner of Midgard, and returns to us a lost Berkian!"

The villagers of Berk start cheering on the dragon rider as he steps forward from behind the Chief. They cheer for he is their current savior, and could be their future champion. The rider then begins to speak in a powerful tone, "Hello Berk, I am the Night Fury Rider. I am known as the Bane of the Roman Empire, the Sage of the Ottomans, the Devil of the Night, and most recently, your protector. I tell you this because for you to know who I am, you must know what I have become. And for the same, reason, I must show you who I was." Bowing his head, the rider slowly fell to a knee. Reaching up, he removed his helm. Standing up, he looks up, revealing to all that he is...

"Hiccup?" A random voice in the back yelled, surprised.

"Useless is back? Great we've been saved!" Snotlout remarked sarcastically, striding up toward Hiccup, "That's it guys! The dragons are never gonna come back, all because of Hiccup the Useless!"

Recognizing the mockery in their heir's voice, the villagers began to whisper doubts about Hiccup. The skinnier boy growled, "What? You think I could just do all that and still be Useless? Or are you to scared to admit things may have changed?"

"Ha! You think I am scared of you! I could take you with a hand tied behind my back!" Snotlout roared, his anger hiding his jealousy of the attention Hiccup was getting.

"That sounds like a challenge!"  
>"You heard right! I, Snotlout Jorgenson challenges you, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third to a duel, three mornings from now. A nothing barred fight until one calls mercy or surrenders." the larger of the two bellowed.<p>

"I so would! Believe me I would! But we have a larger problem: Dagur is coming. He's coming with an army." Hiccup announced, slowly turning to the assorted crowd of people, "The defense of Berk is not over. The fight has only just begun. Now if you would excuse me, I haven't slept in over a month so, I would like to take a nap, if I could." And with that, Hiccup walked back to a back corner of the Great Hall, removed his weapons, laid down on the ground, and promptly fell asleep, leaving the entire village stunned.

After his angry departure and confession, the Berkians quickly cleaned up the feast and prepared for bed in the Great Hall- they had no homes to go back to. By midnight, the entirety of the village was asleep shoulder to shoulder, covering the floor of the entire Great Hall. They slept in peace for the rest of the night.

Hiccup woke early as he normally did, and, after tip-toeing around the bodies of sleeping Vikings, crawling over the catapults outside the Great Hall, and scaling the Wall, found Toothless waiting for him at the edge of the woods. The black dragon pranced around on the ground like a puppy until Hiccup jumped off the wall, landing directly in his saddle on the reptile. Opening his wings towards the sky, Toothless pumped his wings once, lifting himself, with rider in tow skyward for their morning flight. Flying higher than the clouds, both Hiccup and Toothless vanished from Berk's view.

Pumping his wings hard, Toothless threw himself above the clouds, continuing his climb until he could hear his rider's breath become shortened from the rapidly thinning air. Tucking his wings, the reptile plummeted, a black comet plunging toward the ocean. Unlike at Berk, Toothless didn't open his wings, but instead streamlined his body, and dove into the water, before lazily paddling toward the surface. Breaking through the surface, the pair took deep breaths, with Hiccup taking advantage of the water to quickly wash himself and going for a small swim.

After finishing, the rider climbed back on Toothless, and the pair took off to once again practice their acrobatics, though this time closer to Berk.

* * *

><p><strong>If you can't tell, the chapters are mostly the same, but come with a little bit more 'meat on the bone' so to speak, and I am also changing the naming convention of the chapters, so the new ones have actual interesting (hopefully) names, instead of Chapter 1, Chapter 2, etc etc.<strong>

**Thanks for your patience guys (and girls, I'm not sexist), and thanks for the reviews! I see all of them, and they really mean a lot!**


	3. The Rebuild of Berk

**Merry Christmas guys! And thank you for waiting for so long for me to continue updating... life has kinda gotten in the way.**

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Hiccup and Toothless continued to fly around, trying corkscrews, loops, dives, and turns, slowly growing in complexity until a bystander wasn't able to see what was dragon and what was man. After seemingly training for hours, which in all reality was only about thirty minutes, the pair began to feel winded from their exhilarating morning flight, leading Toothless to nose over, diving toward the ground, again pulling up at the last possible second. Dismounting his dragon, Hiccup heard a rustling behind him. Turning around he noticed a fit blonde wandering towards him, studying his sword.<p>

"Astrid is that you? You… you look… different." Hiccup verbally stumbled, mentally trying to match his mind's picture of Astrid to the girl that stood in front of him.

"You know you shouldn't be this careless with your stuff," she said ignoring his statement, expertly twirling his sword in her hand, "You never know when someone will take something."

"I usually don't leave 'my stuff' around unless I trust the people around me," Hiccup answered, becoming more wary of the sword-toting female in front of him.

"Maybe you shouldn't trust people that easily," she stated matter-of-factly, swinging his sword at him, a slash he seemed to dodge with ease, to her surprise.

"My master was much faster than you Astrid," he said, "And I'm not the same klutz I was so many years ago."

"It was two years Hiccup, you make it sound like it was a lifetime ago!" Astrid fired back, her tone bordering on confused.

Hearing this, Hiccup frowned answering, "Was that it? It felt much longer with everything that happened… huh that is weird to think about. It was only two years…" By the end of his answer, his eyes were beginning to glaze over, thinking of what transpired when he was away.

"Why didn't you tell us you were alive! Some of us actually missed you, you- you big oaf!" She cried out, noticing the now seemingly petrified Hiccup, "Hello! Earth to Hiccup! Ugh, you idiot." And with that, her patience broke, and she swung a curled fist at the motionless boy's shoulder.

Snapping out of it, Hiccup caught the punch, and apologetically answered, "Sorry, sorry, sorry, I had something on my mind. As for letting you know I was alive- I was to far out of reach to tell you, plus I didn't want to be hunted as a traitor. But it is nice to know you missed me."

"Ohh you think-" Astrid was cut off by the rest of the teens, who had just found them, gathering around Hiccup, basically pushing Astrid out of the way:

"How many different kinds of dragons did you see?"

"Did you blow anything up?"

"When did you get so sexy?" Asked a quickly reddening Ruffnut.

"I...ugh...I," stumbled Hiccup, flustered by the final question.

Astrid's face dropped, and rising to her tiptoes, she whispered in his ear, "So… Hiccup I'll leave you to the their questioning. You might want to avoid Ruffnut for a little bit though." Not letting her emotional decline become visible, she ended the conversation inquiring, "I'll see you later?"

"Of course milady, as soon as I done answering their questions." He responded, turning toward the group of teens, his shoulders dropping at the thought of the coming interrogation.

As Astrid slinked away, the ever inquisitive Fishlegs stepped up to Hiccup, and began to rapid-fire questions: "Wheredidyougo? Whatdidyoudo? Whatdragonsdidyoufind? Whomadeyourarmor? HowdidyoutrainyourNightFury? How-"

"Fishlegs, buddy, slow down! I'm not going anywhere for a while!" the now very overwhelmed Hiccup pleaded, trying to calm his childhood friend, "Take a deep breath, and ask me your first question."

Taking in a deep breath, the excited boy fired his question out of his mouth like an arrow from a bow, "Where did you go? You must have gone somewhere, it is almost statistically impossible for you to have not traveled much, having been gone for as I calculate, three hundred sixty seven days fourteen hours and twenty for minutes "

"You, ugh, you kept count?" muttered Hiccup. "Hmm… I know for a fact that I meet a lot of different people, in a lot of different places, but I honestly didn't get the name of everywhere I was. But I do know I spent time in the heart of the Holy Roman Empire, on the shores of the Danube in Hungary, the deserts of the Ottoman Empire, the beaches of England, and in the mountains of France. So hopefully that has answered your question?" Hiccup attempted to answer thoughtfully..

"Yes, in fact it does! But… I don't know where any of those places are… Could you potentially draw me a map that I can hold onto?" Fishlegs answered, his focus slowly withdrawing into his mind.

Butting in, Tuffnut entered the conversation, his chicken squawking as it fell off his shoulder, "Yeah, yeah, yeah, he can do that later. Now for the important question- did you blow anything up?"

"Yes." Hiccup answered instantly, not even batting an eyelash at what would normally be considered an odd question.

"Well then wha-"

Elbowing her way around her brother Ruffnut cut him off, "No! It's my turn to ask a question! So… Hiccup… met any girls while you were abroad?" Her sentence ending with a hopeful tone, sliding in close to his side.

"I met a few," he began, eliciting a quiet hiss from the girl next to him. "But none of them quite stuck. They and I… let's say didn't quite mix."

His ending remark caused the female Thorston to calm herself considerably. "Well then-"

"Ehem," Fishlegs stepped in, "I believe it is my turn again. What dragons did you see on your journey, besides obviously your Night Fury? Which is pretty awesome by the way?"

The young rider thought for a moment before answering, "You know what Fish? I've met so many that I've lost count. You and I should sit down and update the Book of Dragons together sometime." Hiccup then took a step away from the group. "Now if you would let me go, I have some things to do. It was good to talk to you guys though!"

And with that, Hiccup turned away from the three teens and headed off into the woods. Before they left, the forest erupted with a large boom, and a Night Fury burst through the treetops, flying straight up at a breakneck speed. They could even make out Hiccup on it's back.

Landing outside of the Great Hall, Hiccup walked inside. Coming around the corner into the dining area, Hiccup was quickly handed a plate of food, along with a tankard of mead by a Berkian defender who thanked him saying, "Thanks for your help last night Hiccup! It's because of you that I am able to see my family today!"

Quietly accepting his thanks, Hiccup headed over to an empty table. He ate in silence, unsure of what to say, until Stoick approached bellowing, "Mornin' Hiccup! From what you tell me, we have work to do! So quit dilly-dallying, and get movin'!"

With this rousing speech, Hiccup finished his breakfast quickly, said goodbye to Astrid and headed outside to begin work with his father. Meeting him outside the Great Hall, the two surveyed the impressive defenses the Berkians had created. "So I think first off, we should deconstruct most, if not all of the defenses, and make the land on the inside of the Wall livable." Hiccup brainstormed, "Maybe strengthen the Wall even more, equip the Wall itself with a catapult of two, and add a gate. Sound like a plan?"

"I agree, but strengthenin' the Wall isn't necessary. The Berkian Wall is as strong as she can get! But we do need to add a gate and a few houses- we can't keep livin' on top of each other in the Great 'All." Stoick responded, his speech covered in his thick accent. "I'll start by taking down part of the wall for a gate. You go ahead and try to take down the catapults. Save as much material as ya can."

The day then dragged on, slowly but steadily the village of Berk being reconstructed within the interior of the Wall. By lunch, three viking homes where completed, and the design for the gate was finalized, thanks to both Gobber's and Hiccup's engineering genius. The traps had also been deconstructed, and the infrastructure for most of the village had been roughly made. The unused material was neatly laid next to the entrance of the Great Hall, inside of which the rest of the villagers had worked on all morning to clean and repair the damage the entire village had caused by living in that single structure.

After eating a hearty lunch early on in the day, the villagers of Berk got back to work, but were slowed by the change of weather. It was now snowing, soft feathers of frozen water falling from the sky, slowly covering the ground in their cold embrace. Yet it wasn't a light snow day, it came down, quickly blanketing the ground within minutes. Everyone knew they had a lot of work ahead of them.

Despite the frigid precipitation, the Vikings of Berk, with some help from some of Hiccup's engineering wit, were still able to construct two more Viking houses, successfully completing the first ring of houses that was set closest to the Great Hall. They were also able to build the new forge, which was placed in a secluded corner farther away from the blossoming residential area. The new forge was much larger than Gobber's previous workplace, hosting a smelter almost double the size, as well as several more grindstones. Hiccup's room was also enlarged, now allowing him the ability to live at the forge if he chose to.

Both the blacksmith and his former apprentice had a quick dinner after completing the day's work, before heading to the newly built forge to start work on revitalizing the village's metal work. They decided to start with the two matching gears needed to be built for the gate to move, then move to the village's weapons as they badly needed repair, before starting work on some Hiccup-designed traps. Walking into their work area, Gobber began to work on lighting the forge, while Hiccup grabbed two brown leather aprons. Putting the smaller one on, he handed the larger to Gobber.

"So lad, I'll take repairin' the weapons," Gobber said, letting his accent run rampant, "I'll let you get the more interesting jobs."

Rolling his eyes, Hiccup replied sarcastically, "Thank you so much for all of your help! You know truly understand that I never sleep. I just love to swing a hammer, working in your forge nonstop."

The pair then began working, with little words spoken except for Gobber grumbling to himself. The pair of hammers rang for several hours, giving the village a constant metallic heartbeat. By sunset, Gobber had finished repairing most of Berk's weapons, and was about to start helping his old apprentice, when he realized his apprentice had already finished with his assignments, and was now quietly smithing a new sword. _The boy had grown, _Gobber thought, _even his blacksmithing skills are better. The fishbone of a boy I helped raise is now but a shadow of the man that stands before me._

As he watched, Hiccup swung his hammer, every strike turning the molten iron ingot into a flatter, thinner staff of metal. Hammering the metal to a point, it began to resemble a weapon, specifically a short sword. With every swing, the sword became more defined and deadly. Hiccup had hammered the sword sharper than Gobber could even imagine, when the boy pulled out a fine tool from one of the many pockets hidden within the folds of his clothes, when he began to confidently engrave several words straight onto the blade. _He hadn't even cooled the blade yet! _The older smith thought, _Now what will he do?_ Stepping back, the dragon rider examined his work, and with a satisfied grunt, plunged the blade into a nearby barrel of water. Setting the blade aside, Hiccup reached into a different pocket, where he retrieved a piece of beautiful wood, which he then sanded down, fashioning into a stunningly beautiful hilt, after which he polished it to shining perfection before attaching it to the blade. Without noticing Gobber watching in amazement, Hiccup quickly paced over to a crate in which the leather was kept. In a few deft movements, the young smith wrapped the sword with the leather, creating a sturdy but simple sheath. About to go look for Gobber, Hiccup turned around to find the smith standing before him, jaw practically lying on the floor in awe.

"Gob- Gobber? Are you okay?" Hiccup asked obliviously.

"I, uh, I, just wanted to thank you for your help and congratulate you on your development into a fine young smith!" Gobber replied, pulling himself out of his stupor.

"Oh well thanks! That means a lot coming from you. It's all because I had a great teacher!" Hiccup said, giving Gobber and thankful smile. "See you in the morning!" the boy said, jogging off to the Great Hall to catch some much needed rest. _Today had been a day full of back breaking work, but it was what needed to be done_. He sighed, _we have to do the same tomorrow, the next day, and most likely the next after that._ It was going to be a long week.


	4. Chapter 4

**Sorry guys this was so late, but I felt like this chapter wasn't up to snuff so I have changed some things... Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>The next morning.<p>

Hiccup woke before dawn once more, to find Astrid sleeping next him. Gently extricating her from him, he got up and climbed over sleeping Viking bodies to exit the Great Hall. Even though they had been able to move the 5 largest family clans out into the newly constructed houses, the Great Hall still seemed to be overflowing with Vikings, with even the youngest towering over normal men. Quietly stepping over several slumbering bodies, Hiccup slide the massive wooden door open and strolled outside, wandering through the small gate in the Wall out to where Toothless waited for him, just at the edge of the forest. The pair took a short scouting flight around the island to make sure the island's security was not compromised, before setting down outside the Wall to find a familiar someone waiting for them.

The rising sun told them it was the great Stoick the Vast himself.

"Morn- um- I- uh, Hiccup I need to talk strategy with you!" The Chief said, stumbling over his words, uncertain about how much he trusted his son.

"Sure thing Dad. But are you scared of Toothless here?" Hiccup asked, as Toothless rolled onto his back, tongue sticking out, playing the part of a harmless cat*.

"I-no, of course not! I am Stoick the Vast! Bu- but still that is a Night Fury, offspring of lightning and death!" Stoick stated, seemingly getting more comfortable, though still unsettled.

"Dad, all dragons except for a lone few are like this: brilliant, caring, lovable creatures. All you have to do is trust one. Now give me your hand." Hiccup said firmly.

"Why should I give you my hand? So that beast can bite it off!?"

Hiccup calmly fired back, "No. You see Dad, that beast-Toothless, was my ticket off this island. And when I left, he and I flew for 3 days without food, rest, or drink until we were able to land in peace. For the next few weeks we lived equally dependent on one another to survive, until we met my master. My point is, I trust Toothless with my life and more. Now, do you trust me?"

"Yes I do. But I don't trust Toothless." Stoick commanded, his posture returning to that of his normal cheiftain self, "I won't ride a dragon, but I see their uses. I will let you train your friends, and give you the old kill ring to allow you to do it. You can leave finishing the human defenses to me."

"Thanks Dad! Won't let you down!" Hiccup answered cheerfully, abandoning his previous, more serious tone.

"But Hiccup, first I need you to go and scout out Dagur and his army. We must know so we can prioritize our defense." The Chief of Berk commanded

"I agree. I will take Toothless after we grab breakfast. Expect us back in two, maybe three days time."

And with that, the young dragon rider brushed passed his father, walking down to the new forge. There he popped the top of a barrel of fish and knocked it over, allowing Toothelss access to the food. The new rider than walked into his newly constructed room, where he grabbed some bread he stored there the night before. He then ventured outside to begin gathering the materials he would need before he left. Finishing his breakfast, Hiccup noticed he didn't have his belt on, probably having taken it off the night before. Sighing, he made ready to walk back to the Great Hall to grab the last of his gear when he heard a familiar female voice call out.

"Hey you think you can leave without saying goodbye?" Astrid called calmly, holding his belt out to him.

Taking his belt he quickly answered, "Yep." The boy jumped on his dragon, taking off in a powerful downward stroke, not looking back to see a flabbergasted Astrid.

The pair flew for hours, quietly searching the ocean before them for any sign of Dagur and his fleet. Finding none, they ventured farther and farther from Berk. Several hours later, Toothless and Hiccup quietly landed on Beserker Island. Wandering around the desicated buildings, they found no one there. The two shared a look before taking off for Outcast Island.

Arriving at the new territory of the Beserker tribe, they found the village equally empty. Their was no sign of struggle- there was no marks of a fight, nothing displaced. The village was just empty. Wandering around the buildings, Hiccup noticed that the forge was much larger than he last remembered. "Looks like they are prepping for something." The dragon rider said to his Night Fury. Taking off once more, the dragon and its rider set off once more.

Rising high into the sky, Hiccup took survey of the area around the island. Far out, practically over the horizon, was a black speck, struggling to make it over the tough nordic ocean waves. Coming closer, the rider recognized the object as one of Dagur's scouting ships. Only then did Hiccup realize where the ship was headed- towards the Bog- Burglars!

After some tough flying against the wind, Hiccup and Toothless found Dagur's War Fleet. Numbering over 50 ships strong, the Beserkers had the strongest navy ever seen in the North sea, with over half of the ships outfitted for war. The entire fleet was painted black, and a carcass of a fallen enemy was tied to every ship's bowsprint*. Each ship was also equipped with four rows of oars, each one powered by a slave, chained to his or her oar. And all of the ships where riding low in the water, weighed down with warriors, weapons, and war machines. They were planning to wipe the Bog- Burglars off the map.

Turning around, the dragon and his rider flew back toward the Bog -Burglars island as fast as possible, intent on warning them on the coming battle. Landing, the young man sprinted over to a girl he recognized, "Hey! Cami! I need to talk to you right now!"

The small blonde girl quickly turned with a hard glint in her eyes, but they immediately softened when she saw who was addressing her. "If it isn't Hiccup Horrible Haddock the Third! I haven't seen you since... that night we had!" Her eyes suddenly flashed deviosly, remembering what transpired. "What do you need?"

"This is more for you than it is for me Camicazi. It will be easiest to show you, so hop on and hold on tight!" Without a second thought, the heir of the Bog- Burglars clambered up onto the oversized reptile, wrapping her small arms around the young man in front of her. Flapping his wings twice, Toothless rose off the ground and shot off towards the coming fleet, almost throwing the human pair of his back.

Arriving over the fleet of attackers, the young woman peered down from cloud level and exclaimed, "Ahh... shit. We Bog- Burglars are great fighters, but we just don't have the man power to fight off a force that large! What do we do Hiccup?"

Displaying his strategetic mind, the dragon rider responed, "Your definitley right on both accounts. What your Bog- Burglars lack in manpower, they make up for in skill, so we are going to have to use that to our advantage. Berk has scaled up its defenses in preparation for the coming war with the Beserk tribe-"

"NO! I AM NOT ABANDONING MY PEOPLE!" Camicazi fiestally said cutting him off.

"Cami, that isn't what I am suggesting. I think that we move your ships to the far side of the island, evacuate as many as we can while the warriors dig in and try to buy the others as much time as possible. That will save the most lives, and will help our chances of winning the coming war." Hiccup answered decisively.

Pausing to think about her answer, the Viking girl answered, "This is up to my mother, and she won't like retreating- but our village won't survive if we don't. Let's do this."

Without answering, Hiccup jumped back on Toothless and shot off towards the Bog- Burglar Town Hall. Before his dragon even set down, Hiccup leaped off, landing on the ground. Drawing his sword, he and Camicazi took off at a dead sprint toward the doors. Practically taking the door off its hinges, the pair charged into the hall, garnering the attention of everyone in the hall. Realizing what they had done, the pair both stowed their weapons, but swiftly paced toward the leader of the Bog- Burglars, Big Boobied Bertha. Addressing the large Viking Cheiftainess, Hiccup whispered quickly, "We need to talk to you now. Your village is not safe."

30 minutes later

With every swing of his sword, men fell left and right, always to be replaced by another. To Hiccups left, Toothless used tail, claw, teeth and plasma to hold the line, the pair never giving an inch. The rider used his sword creating a metal arc of destruction, slicing apart the masses. The dragon, fighting like a savage, literally tore men to pieces, leaving little left. The Bog- Burglars who stilled survived remembered the pair fighting in much different ways, but somehow with a cohesivness practically unseen by mortal man.

Even with all of their fighting grace, the pair eventually began to slow, and began giving up ground. When it seemed that line of defense was about to break, a small blonde and a vanguard of warriors came up and over the hill in front of them, decimating the small throng of enemy soldiers in front of them.

Slipping towards the back of the defensive line, Hiccup questioned Camicazi,"Has everyone been loaded onto the ships? Because we aren't going to last against another wave if we don't retreat."

"Everyone is on the ships and a small defensive line has been formed to protect them... But Hiccup- they took my mom!" The Heir of the Bog- Burglars spluttered, barely able to keep her cool.

"...Shit... Well we should retreat, and then we can think about getting her back." As the words left his mouth, the rider motioned for the Bog- Burglar defense to start a strategic defense.

"Now that we have a moment- why did you come here? Back to the North Sea?" the blonde vikingess asked.

"I was trying to find Dagur; my master ordered me to keep tabs on him. Did you see him? Was he here?"

"Yeah that little fuck was here. He personally lead the attack on the forge, taking our weapons, our smith, and several women. I think you know what he plans to use them for." Camicazi venomously fired.

"Great. And he's coming for Berk next. I got a mysterious letter a few weeks ago that he was coming, but I wasn't going to really take it seriously, but seeing this, I need to get back to prepare."

Camicazi met his eyes, "I will sail with my people to Berk, so I will be about a day behind. See you then."

Climbing onto Toothless, Hiccup gave the now trashed town one last glance before gently whispering to his dragon, "Let's go." And with that, the mighty beast unfurled its wings, flapped twice, and was gone, leaving the surviving Bog- Burglars wishing he didn't leave so soon. Rising up into the peach colored sky, both Hiccup and Toothless aimed toward the setting sun aiming for their destination- home.

* * *

><p><strong>* the Nordic people lived in to cold of a climate to support felines... but it completed the comparison so just roll with it.<strong>

***the bowsprint is the front of the bow. If you have seen the Pirates of the Carribean movies, the mermaid statues on the front of the ships are what I'm talking about.**


	5. Chapter 5

**Hey guys, I know its been a while but I've been busy. Now that I have that out of the way I should (key word should) be able to update faster now, assuming I don't burn out or anything. With that said, I am going to be writing longer chapters from here on out (over 2,000 words) just because that seems the most natural for me. So anyways, here is the next chapter of our young hero's story!**

* * *

><p>After a full night of flying.<p>

Toothless set down just out side of the Berkian Wall, letting Hiccup slip off. Yet as soon as he made contact with the ground, the young man gracefully lost his footing* and landed flat on his face. After picking himself up and dusting himself off, the clumsy Heir of Berk calmly opened the gate and walked inside.

Having come in low over the water, Hiccup hadn't seen what the village of Berk had turned into. But before him lay an extravagant Nordic city, complete with full stone roads, water accessible in every house, a full sewage system, and of course, a system of defenses fit to fight a ten year war. Aimlessly wandering through the city confused about where he was or where he should go, Hiccup blindly rounded a corner, making hard face-to-stomach contact with his father.

"Hiccup! I didn't expect you back so soon! Now, tell me everything that happened. Are we prepared? What do we need? Do we have a chance?" The Chief bellowed, his tone morphing form excitement to anxiety.

"This is a conversation that needs to be held in private. Is there anyplace we can go where we can't be overheard?" The rider answered cautiously

Stoick's head cocked back in surprise of Hiccup's wisdom, "Of course, follow me." Following his father through the twists and turns, up and down stairs, seemingly through a house, Hiccup quickly got lost before arriving at a familiar site- the new Berkian Forge.

Heading inside his bedroom, Hiccup tiredly threw himself down on his bed before beginning his story, "After I left..."

About two hours later.

"... and then Toothless and I left the Bog- Burglars, flew all night, and landed here. Then I found you." The young man tiredly said, finally finishing his story. Adopting more of an inquisitive tone, the rider asked, "Dad, how did you get all of this built? I was only gone for 24 hours!"

"Ahhh... you know son, a Chief has to know how to get his people to work! I told them that if each family built their own house, their business, and helped on one municipal building, they would get two days of rest and relaxation! Thinking of- it probably wasn't a bad idea throwing in a keg of mead too. I didn't even know that we had this much stone lying around! And as everything started coming together, Gobber kept adding details, like the roads, the water cavern, the emergency cave-"

"Emergency cave?" Hiccup asked, having understood everything else, "What is that for?"

The Chief chuckled at his son's inquisitive face, "We enlarged one of the caves on the island to be able to be lived in. That way if the city is under attack, we can send those who aren't able to fight to the emergency cave to wait out the fight. Wait , you said the Bog- Burglars are coming?"

"Uhh... yes. They village was burned to the ground and then the earth was salted*... So I offered for them to come here- they can help supply warriors to the cause." The Teen answered, his voice offering a matter-of-fact tone.

"Well then shouldn't we prepare for them...?"

"Oh shit! I totally forgot that we should do that! So... how do we do that?" The Heir of Berk asked hesitantly, having never had to host another tribe before.

"Leave dealing with other tribes to me- we need to get your dragon school up and running! Actually, you should get that going right now so you can train the new riders up a bit." Stoick began, his voice trailing off as his thoughts began to wander to hosting the coming tribe.

Following his fathers advice, Hiccup quickly answered with a quick, "Bye Dad!" Before heading out to collect his future riders.

Finding his preselected few eating in the Great Hall, Hiccup greeted them in a booming voice, "Hey guys! I need your guys help on a very specific mission: becoming Dragon Riders!"

All five of the listening Vikings eyes immediately widened while their jaws dropped to the floor.

"Why do you want us to learn that?"

"Do you want to kill me?"

"How are you gonna teach us?"

"Why do you want us to work with those dirty animals?"

Immediately shooting daggers at the last speaker, Hiccup marched over, grabbed the speakers shirt, and pushed him up against the wall, suspending the criminal three inches off the ground. "You will never refer to dragons as dirty animals- they are practically smarter than you, you little undeserving bastard." Hiccup growled between his teeth, dropping a now retching Snotlout to the stone floor.

Stomping out of the Great Hall, Hiccup headed to the Kill Ring and found the sign labeling it as such. Ripping the sign down and leaving little of it left, Hiccup realized that it was this building that made Vikings so anti-dragon. This place taught his fellow vikings that dragons where demonic harbingers of death, seeking the ruin of Viking souls. But there was a bright side- he was the one who got to teach them the beautiful truth about dragons. They were intelligent, majestic, albeit proud animals that were to be respected not ruled.

Venturing into the arena, Hiccup took a mental inventory on what needed to be cleaned, repaired, replaced, but mostly modified. After establishing his list, the newly minted teacher set upon the mindless task of cleaning the debris out of the arena, in an effort to at least try to make the space usable.

Finishing his task, Hiccup loosed a ear-splitting whistle, intent on calling a certain winged reptile to him. Watching Toothless land a few paces in front of him, Hiccup spent a moment giving his best friend a nice scratch under the chin before telling his friend, "Let's go bud."

Leaving the ground, the pair began their flight by gaining altitude until it was almost hard to breath. Looking out Hiccup could see much farther than normal, the gleaming blue ocean shined beneath him, the waves reflecting the cool summer sun's rays off of their glossy crests. The sun, now quickly falling, kissed the waves of the vast Northern Ocean, causing the sky to evolve to a rose color.

Directly below him, the rocky island of Berk stood valiantly against the beating waves, strong and defiant. The mountainous island, which used to be covered in a great Northern forest, had begun showing the wear and tear of supporting such a large population. Now large swathes of forest where missing, with much of the now open land being used for agriculture. The area where the small village had been had obviously been changed, with the grid like pattern of roads being apparent from such a large height.

Finally conquering his emotions, the rider collected his thoughts and both he and his dragon begin to descend in a flurry of acrobatics. Landing just outside of the forge, Hiccup hurried inside, grabbing a collection of tools, as small anvil, some metal ingots, and a wood ax. Packing the items into a bag as quickly as possible, Hiccup threw the bag, and them himself, onto Toothless before the pair shot off toward the Kill Ring.

Arriving at the ring as the sky turned dark, Hiccup built a substantially sized fire in the middle of the ring, and got Toothless to light it. Stepping back for a moment, Hiccup made a complete turn, taking a moment to study how the light danced and reflected off of the stone structure. His moment gone, the rider pulled the now bulging bag off of the back of his dragon, opened it, and assembled his small work station. It was time to get to work.

The young man spent the entirety of the night working at the Kill Ring, building it into his Dragon Academy. As the night drew on, his hammer and ax never stopped, their thumps and clangs ringing throughout the forest. By the time the sun rose, the Kill Ring was no more. Now there was only the Berkian Dragon Academy.

The young smith, after completing his task, packed up his tools and stepped outside the gates to admire his work. It was finally done. Now he could rest. Donning his bag and mounting his dragon, the rider flew back to the forge, dropping his bag next to his bed before falling asleep.

After falling asleep for what seemed but a moment, Hiccup was awoken by a crashing outside. Venturing out to see what was the commotion, Hiccup's grogginess all but disappeared. The girl of his dreams was in _his forge _looking for _him._ _She was looking for him!_ The blonde, as the rider was staring at her, was busy righting and re-stacking items on the shelf she had knocked over.

Catching him staring, Astrid happily remarked, "Good morning Hiccup! Ready to teach today?"

"You know what? I can't wait to see you train your first dragon!" The boy remarked, chuckling at her excitement. Grabbing a piece of bread from his table, the rider walked over to her, gave her a kiss on the cheek, and mounted his dragon. "Get on Astrid! You're gonna have to learn how to do this eventually anyways!"

With nearly no consideration, the girl mounted Toothless behind Hiccup and wrapped her arms around his midriff. "Ready!" She exclaimed, excited to ride the offspring of lightning and death. Firing off the ground, the trio shot off toward the Dragon Academy, the city receiving the rare gift of Astrid screaming at the top of her lungs.

Rising higher in the air, the blonde opened her eyes to see her whole world laid out below her. The entirety of the island of Berk, in its North Sea isle glory seemed to glow in the light of the rising sun. At this height, the city was but a grey smudge on the southern most point of the land. She the looked up to see a cloud above them, and raised her arm to touch it. To her surprise her hand went right through, coming out covered in water.

"That's so weird right?" The boy in front of her started, "I had the same reaction as you! The whole thing is made of water!"

Astrid, still wide- eyed in disbelief turned her head toward him questioning, "Why is that? How does water fly? What god causes that to happen?"

"I have no idea. I mean its the same question as how do boats float? There are just some things we can't explain!" The rider in front of her answered.

Sensing that the two where done with their conversation, Toothless closed his wings and fell toward the ocean waves like a rock.

"BBBBYYYYY OOOOODDDDINNNN'SSSSS RRRRAAAAAAAVVVEEEEEN!" the young woman screamed at the sudden drop in altitude, wrapping not only her arms, but also her feet around the young man in front of her.

Yet instead of holding on tighter, the auburn haired male let go of his saddle, throwing up his arms and letting out an excuberant, "WWOOOOHHHOOOOOO!"

Then, only a few feet before hitting the water, the dragon opened its wings, stopping their free fall close enough that Hiccup's boots were but an inch above the water's surface.

Catching his breath, the young rider remarked sarcastically, "That the closest you can get to the water bud? Oww!" His sarcasm being quickly rewarded by his best friend ear smacking him in the eye. "And Astrid? Can you unhook your claws until we land? They kind of hurt a little." The boy continued, now referring to the young woman behind him who had now punctured his skin with her nails*.

Realizing she was now safe, the still slightly shell- shocked teen loosened her blood loosing grip and unwrapped her legs from around Hiccup's body. "Okay, now that all of the scaring Astrid to death is over with... Can we go to class?" the girl said, still struggling to catch her breath.

"Yeah, but you won't believe what I've done with the place." Hiccup answered, guiding his mount to fly low and fast toward the Academy.

Flying almost faster than any other viking had ever dreamed, the trio quickly neared the Dragon Academy. Coming up and over the final cliff, Astrid, the only one of the three who had not seen the finished product, gaped at the new complex.

Around the perimeter of the ring, a strong stone and wood wall deepened the pit over two stories down. From the walls hung black and red striped banners, each of which had a symbol clearly representing a night fury at the center. Anchoring this wall was four evenly spread towers. Each of these structures came with a stone brick exterior, while the interior was supported by large wooden beams more befitting of a ship's mast than a Nordic building. Each tower's interior hosted an individual function, ranging from a small smithy, to a library, an armory, and even a small barracks. And then on the top of almost every tower was a ballista,* which is basically an over-sized crossbow. Only the tower closest to the sea did not host a ballista; it instead was endowed with a large fire pit with a shield covering one side.

Venturing inside the academy, Astrid noticed the floors where replaced by much smaller red stone bricks, and the large doors holding the dragons in where either removed or replaced with versions that had small windows cut into them. The chains that established the ceiling of the arena where still in place, though now there where chandeliers of flame hanging from them to provide light.

Fishlegs, the viking that was the least shocked with Hiccup's improvements and anxiously asked, "What are we going to be doing today in class?"

Looking his old friend in the eye the newly minted teacher responded, "We are going to pick your dragons!"

* * *

><p><strong>So what'ca think? I'm gonna try to get the next chapter out ASAP.<strong>

**Published: 5/26/15**


	6. Chapter 6

**Hey guys, I know its been a while (5 months to be exact), but now I am finally revisiting this story! As it has been a while, I am actually editing the entire story (Chapters 1-5) to update them with better... everything basically.**

**The entire point of doing this was/is to make the past, present, and future chapters all on the same level of writing and story telling skill. With that said, expect the new chapters within the next week (fingers crossed!) and then I will start adding new content!**


End file.
